


7 he Tragedie of 

Wbic’a breathde ttiis poyfon. 

Ragemnftbe witliftood ; 

Giue me his g;a2;e *, Lions make Leopards tame. 

M(,wh . Yea^iit not change his fpots>,take but my lhame, 
And I rcfigneinygage,my dcaredeareLord. 

Tiic pureft treafme mortall times affoord. 

Is fpotlefTe reputation, that away •, 

jvlen arc but guilded Loamc,or painted Clay» 

A lewcll in a tenne times bard vp Cheft, 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Breaft. 

Mine Honour is my h fo, both grow in one } 

Take H onour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (deare my Leige) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I liue, and for that will I die. 

JCtn^. Coofin,thro w vp your gage ^ do you begin. 
'Bui. O God defendmy foulefromfuchdecpefinnc. 
Shall I feetne Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

:Oj: with palebegger-face impeach my hight, 

Before this oht-darde daftard? Ere nw tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

•Or found fb bafe a parlee, my teeth fhall teare 
The flauilh motiucof rccantingfcare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgracc, 

Where lhame doth narbour, cuen in Mowbraiesftet 

’We were not borne to file, but to comniauno} , 

Which fince we can not do, to make you friendeSj 

fie ready (as your life fliallanfwereit) ^ 

At Couentrte vpon Saint Lombards day ! 

There fhall your Swords and Laimccs arbitrate 

The fwclling difference of your fetlcd hate : 

Since we cannot atone you,you fhall fee 
luftice defigne the Victors chiualrie. 

Lord MarfhalljCommaund our Officers at Aitncs, 

;Be readie to direft thefe home allarmes. 




> Enter lohtt^fGoHnt^'wkh the7>Htchtffi ef (^loceiter, 
^OKKt. AlaSjthepartlhadiflWoodftoclcsblooa, 
Doth more foUicitcmc,thrayourexcl*iinc$, 


Bichnrd the Second* 

Who v.l.enihcy the ripe on ear*, 

<p— . 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen faire Branches fpringmg from one rootc ^ 

Some ofthofc feauen arc dryed by Natures courfej 
Some of thofe Branches by theOeftmies cut: 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my gkcetler. 

One Viollfullof Ed^ardsTicred blood. 

One flourifhing Branch ofhis moll royallrootc 

Is craa,andaUthe precious liquor fpilt, _ . 

Is hackt downe.andhis fummer Icaues all faded 

By Enmeshand, and Murders Hoodie axe. 

Ah his blood was thinCjthat bed, that wombe, 

Thatraett!ai,thatfclfcmould,thatfafhionedthcc,. 

■’ Made him a man : and though thou liuefl and brcatheltj 

Yet art thou'flame in him *, thou dofl confent 
In fomc largemeafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feell thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was thcniodell of thy fathers- life : 

Gall it not Patience, ^<*««r,it is Difpaire, 

In fufferingthus thy Brother to be flaughtred; 

Thou Ihewcfl the naked pathway to thy life, 

X caching fterne Murder how to butcher theet 
That which in mcanc men wc intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What fhall I fay ? to fafegard thy owne life, 

Xhebeft way is, to ’vengemy death. 

gatmt. Gods is the quarrel!, for Gods fubftitutc. 

His deputie annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death*, the which if wrongfully, 

Let Heauen rcttcngeibr I may neuer lift 
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